On the Cusp of Spring in a Rural Town: An Imitation of Blake 


On the cusp of spring in a rural town, 

There flew a cardinalin rosy gown. 

“Hear me,” said he, “I’ve news from Babel!” 
On he spoke to all the rabble. 


His belly full from wormish diet, 

With ordinance vain he couldn’t quiet 
The people laughed “O Pageantry! 

In the dead of winter with no leaves!” 


They mocked the bird, who on his perch 
Began howe’er for words did search. 
‘Gainst solemn speech of wintertide, 
The people shouted “Spring is nigh!” 


They plucked the feathers of their professor 
And sent him off, that lame aggressor. 
Rejoiced did they, for now could see 

Their fields of flowers and grasses green. 


